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JANUARY. 


“ Undaunted thou comest ’mid snow and ’mid sleet. 
From earth’s sheltering' bosom, thy wintry retreat j 
Thou comest, the herald of pleasures to be. 

Of the scent of the rose-bud, the hum of the bee. 

“ Thou art not of those who delight in the rays, 

The sunny resplendence of summer’s glad days ; 

Nor to those who look up to the bright stars of June, 
Yet fold up their beauty beneath the mild moon. 

“ Of such art not thou— no, an emblem more dear, 

Of the friend that is kindest when sorrow is near 5 
The storms do not crush thee— the rain doth not blight, 
And thou pointest like Hope, to a season more bright.” 


The flowers of poetry have been lavished on 
this wintry favorite ; and Shakspeare, Barbauld, 
Wordsworth, and many others, have sung in its 
praise. — We will give but one quotation more, 
before we turn our attention to another flower. 

“ Beneath the changeful skies of early spring, 
Emblem of human life, and frail as fair, 

Pale visitant of earth, 

I mark thy modest bloom. 

“ Herald of brighter scenes and calmer joys, 

When the sweet lark, enamoured of the dawn. 
Above the cottage roof 
Shall pom’ its melting ray. 

“ Though surly winter passing from the plain 
Reluctant with his storms, while rude and wild 
Stem desolation marks 
His lone: and lonely tract : 


THE SNOWDROP. 
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« Oft wraps thy beauty in a wreath of snow. 

And gems with icicles that faintly shine 
Below with imaged beam, 

Thy cold but lonely brow. 

“ I see thee smile like innocence at fate, 

Eeneath his idle rage and parting storms. 

Secure of happier horns, 

. And skies -without a cloud. 

“ So piety, upheld by faith and Hope , 

Endures serene the passing storms of life, 

With eye intent on Heaven, 

And thought already there.” 

The contrast this flower presents of white and 
green (ever the most pleasing of contrasts to the 
human eye), may be one reason why mankind 
agree in their admiration of its simple beauties ; 
but a far more powerful reason is the* delightful 
association by which it is connected with the idea 
of returning spring ; the conviction that the vege- 
table world through the tedious winter months 
has not been dead but sleeping, and that long 
nights, fearful storms and chilling blasts, have a 
limitation and a bound assigned them, and must 
in the appointed time give place to the fructifying 
and genial influence of spring. Perhaps we have 
murmured (for what is there in the ordinations of 
Providence at which man will not dare to mur- 
mur ?) at the dreariness of winter. Perhaps we 
have felt the rough blast too piercing to accord 
with our artificial habits. — Perhaps we have 


